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CHAPTER L.
A Dangerous Errand.
A city of hills with a fringe of |
Bouses crowning the lower heights;
half-mountains rising bare in the

| publicity we can get.

background and becoming real moun- |
tains as they stretched away in the |

distance to right and left;
mass of baildings coming to the
water’s edge on the flat; a forest of
masts, ships swinging in the stream,
and the streaked, yellow, gray-green
water of the bay taking a cold light

a confused |

"_ﬁ

“Oh, no; not now. 1 was going to
take you direct to my room. Now
we are going to a hotel with all the
Here we are.”

In another moment we were in a
lumbering coach, and were whirling
over the rough pavement, through a
confusing maze of streets, past long

rows of dingy, ugly buildings, to the |

| hotel. -

from the setting sun as it struggled |

through the wisps of fog that flut-
tered above the serrated sky-line of

the city—these were my first impres- :

sions of San Francisco.

The wind blew fresh and chill from
the west with the damp and salt
the Pacific heavy upon it,
breasted it from the forward deck of
the ferry steamer, El Capitan. As I

drank in the air and was silent with ¢

admiration of the beautiful panorama

that was spread before me, my com-

panion touched me on the arm.
“Come into my cabin,” he said.

“You'll be one of those fellows who |
can’t come to San Francisco without |
catching his death of cold, and then |

lays it on to the climate instead of
his own lack of common sense. Come,
I can't spare you,
-here at last.
2 million dollars.”

“I'll come for half the money,” I
returned, as he took me by the arm
and led me into the close cabin.

.My companion, I should explain,
was Henry Wilton, the son of my
father's cousin, who had the advan-

tages of a few years of residence in.|
Qalifornia, and sported all the airs |
We had been close |

of & picneer.
friends throug’. boyhood and youth,
and it was on his offer of emplcyment

that 1 had come to the city by the |

Geolden Gate.

“What a resemblance!”™ I heard a
woman exclaim, as we entered the
cabin. “They must be twins.”

“There, Henry,” 1

_a Jaugh; “you see we are discovered.”

Though our relationship was not
close we had been cast in the mold
of some common ancestor.
0 nearly alike in form and feature as
to perplex all but our intimate ac-
guaintances, and we had made the
- resemblance the
tricks in our boyhood days.

Henry had heard the exclamation
as well as I. To my surprise, it ap-

of |
as 1|

“A room for the night,” ordered
Heury, as we entered the hotel
fice and saluted the clerk.

“Your brother will sleep with you?”
inquired the clerk.

“Yes.”

Henry paid the bill, took the key,
and we were shown to our room.
ter removing the travel-stains, I de-
clared myself guite ready to dine.

“We won't need this again,” said
Henry, tossing the key on the bu-
reau as we left. “Or no, on second
thought,” he continued, “it's just as
well to leave the door rocked. There
might be some inquisitive callers.”
And we betook ourselves to a hasty
meal that was not of a nature to
raise my opinion of San Francisco.

“Are you through?” asked my com-
panion, as I shook my head over a

{ melancholy piece of pie, and laid down

now I've got you |
I wouldn’t lose you for |

This

my fork. “Well, take your bag.
door—look pleasant and say nothing.

He led the way to the bar and then
through a back room or two, until
with a turn we were in a blind alley.
After a pause to observe the street
before we ventured forth, Henry
said:

“l guess we're all right now. We
must chance it, anyhow.” So we
dodged along in the shadow till we
came to Montgomery Street, and after
a brief walk, turned into a gloomy

| doorway and mounted a worn pair of

whispered with !

We were !

occasion of many

peared to bring him annoyance or ap- |

prehension rather than amusement.

us conspicuous,” he said, more
himself than to me, I thoughi;
he glanced through the cabin as
though he looked for some peril.

., “We were used to that long ag o
I said, as we found a seat. “ls R
business ready for- me? You wr )te
that you thought it would be in hand
by the time I got here.”

“We can't talk about it here,” he
said in a low tone. “There is plenty
of work to be done. If's not hard, but,
as I wrote you, it

. pluck and discretion.
business, you understand, and
earous if you can’t keep your head.

But the danger won't be yours. ['ve ‘

got that end of it.”

“Of course you're not trying to do
anythinz against the law?” I said.

“Oh,
law,” he replied with an odd smile.
“In fact, it's a little matter in which
we are—well,
the law.”

I gave a

sugge:iion,

gasp
and Peary chuckled as he
saw the consternation written en my
face. Then Le rose and said:
“Come, the boat is getting in.”
“But I want to know—" [ began.
“On. bother your ‘want-to-knows.’
It’s not against the law— just outside
it, you understand. TI'll tell you more
of it when we get to my room. Give
me that valise. Come along now.”

stairs.

The house was three stories in
height. It stood on the corner of an
alley, and the lower floor was in-
tended for a store or saloon; but a
renting agent’s sign and a collection
of old show-bills ornamenting the
dirty windows testified that it was
vacant.

“This isn't just the place I'd choese
for entertaiming friends,” said Henry,
with a visible relief from his uneasi-
ness, as we climbed the worn and
dirty stair.

“Oh, that’s all right,” I said, mag-
nanimously accepting his apology.

“It doesn’t have all the modern con-
veniences,” admitted Henry as we
stumbled up the second flight, “but

| it's suitable to the business we have
“I had forgotten that it would make |

to

and | creaking,

needs a man of |
It's delicate |
dan- |

it has nothing to do with the |

vou might say-—outside |

at this distressing '

And as the boat entered the slip we !

found ourselves at the front of the
pressing crowd that is always surging
in and out of San Francisco by the
gateway of the Market Street ferry.

As weé pushed our way through the
elamoring hack-drivers and hotel-run-
ners who blocked the entrance to the

city, I was roused by a sudden thrill |

of the instinct of dang

er that warns .

one when he meets the eye of a|

snake.
‘1 had time to trace effect to cause.

the eyes of a man, a lithe, keen-faced |

man whoflashed a look of triumphant

It was gone in an instant, but |

in hand, and—"

“What's that?” I exclaimed, as a
rasping sound came from
the hall below.

We stopped
into obscurity beneatk.

“It must have been outside,” said
Henry, and opened the door of the
last room on the right of the hall.

The room was at the rear corner
of the building. There were two win-

s, one looking to the west, the

and listened, peering

other to the north and opening on the
narrow alley.

“Not so bad after you get in,
Henry,
as

said
half as an introduction, half
an apology.

t's luxury after six days of rail
reading,” I replied.

“Well, lie down there, and make
the most of it, then,” he said, “for
there may be trouble ahead.” And he
listened again at the crack of the

« i door.
The warning came this time from |

malice on us as he disappeared in the !

waiting-room of the ferry-shed.
the keen face and the basilisk glance

But |

were burned into my mind in that |
moment as deeply as though [ had |
Xnown then what evil was behind |

them.
My companion swore softly to him-

“What's the matter?” 1 asked.
" *Don't look around,” he said.

- mre watched.”

“The snake-eyed man?” .
“Did you see him, too?” His man-

“We

. mer was careléss, but his tone was

W“Ithmhtlh&ddmhhﬂ

| tious

“In Heaven's name, Henry, what's
up?”
“You're as full of mysteries as a
dime novel.”

Henry smiled grimly.

“Maybe you don't recognize that
this is seribus business,” he said.

1 was about to protest that I could
not know oo much, when Henry
raised his hand with a warning to si
lence. I heard the scund of a cau
step outside. Then Henry
sprang to the door, flung it open, and
bolted down the passage. There was
the gleam of a revolver in his band
1 hurried after him, but as I crossed
the threshold he was coming softly
back, with finger on his lips.

“1 must see tD tba gnb(m lxtin l

of- |

Af- |
{ hand, watched him down the hall, and

1 exclaimed with some temper. |
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with its visions of sumptuous din-
ners and good cheer, should not
change your resolution to get the
best lumber at the lowest prices.
That will not be hard todo if you
place your lumber orders with the
Winchester Lumber and Manu-
facturing Co. Our stock is al-
ways up to the mark, and we car-
ry the best lumber for all pur-
poses. Hard and soft woods of
every kind. Mill Work, Mould-
ings, Shingles, etc.

‘;Doors. Mouldings,
best grades of hard wood for in-
terior trim and finish.

At any rate no one need stop

for lack of lumber if you i:ake
your contracts with the Winches-

= ter Lumber and Manufacturing
Co. We can supply all you need.

2> Lumber in any shape or form for
building purposes ;

also all kinds
Sash,

etc. Also

WINCHESTER LUMBER @ MANUFACTURING CO.

INCORPORATED

me, It isn’t likely that they will try ’

to do anything before midnight.
they do—well, here’'s a

it

tries to break it down.”

I stood in the door, revolver in

listened to his footsteps as they de-

scended the stairs and at last faded |
into the murmur of life that |

away
came up from the open street.

CHAPTER IL
A Cry for Help.

I hastily closed and locked the door. |

Then I rallied my spirits with some-
thing of resolution, and shamed my-

self with the reproach that I should |
fear to share any danger that Henry

was ready to face. Wearied as I was
with travel,
for sleep. Réading was equally im-
possible. 1 scarcely glanced at the
shelf of books that hung on the wall,
and turned to a study of my surround-
ings.

The room was on the corner, as I
have said, and I threw up the sash of

the west window and looked out over |

a tangle of old buildings, ramshackle

sheds, and an alley that appeared to |

lead nowhere.

Some sound of a drunken quarrel |

drew my attention to the north win-
dow, and I looked out intc the alley.

There were shouts and curses, and |

one protesting, struggling inebriate

was hurled out from the front door |

and left,
guage,
pavement.

with threats and foul lan-

This edifying incident, which was |
explained to me solely by sound, had !
scarcely come to an end when a noise |

of creaking boards drew my eyes to
the other window. The shutter sud-
denly flew around, and a human figure
swung in at the open casing.

“S-h-h!” came the warning whisper, |
and I recognized my supposed robber.
It was Henry.

“Don’t speak out loud,” he said in
suppressed tones. “Wait till I fasten |
this shutter.”

“Shail I shut the window?” I asked,
thoroughly impressed by his manner.
“No, you'll make too much noise,”
he said, stripping off his coat and |
vest. “Here, change clothes with me.
Quick! It's a case of life and death.
I must be out of here in two minutes. |
Do as 1 say, now.
tions. I'll tell you about it in a day |
or two. No, just the coat and vest.
There—give me that collar and tie. |
Where's your hat?” i
The changes were completed, or
rather 'his were, and he stood looking |
as much like me as could be imag- |
ined. {
“Don't stir from this room till I|
come back,” he whispered. “You can !
dress in anything of mine you like.
I'll be in before twelve, or send a |
messenger if I'm not coming. By-by.” |
He was gone before I could say a
word, and only an occasional creaking
board told me of his progress down
the stairs. He had evidently had
some practice in getting about quiet- |
ly. 1 could only wonder, as 1 closed |
and locked the door, whether it was
the police or a private enemy that he |

was trying to avoid.

I had small time to speculate on |
the possibilities, for outside the win-
dow I heard the single word, “Help!” |

I rushed to the window and looked
out. A band of half a dozen men was |
struggling and pushing away from
Montgomery Street into the darker |
end of the alley. They were nearly |
under the window. |

“Give it to him,” said a voice.

In an instant there came a scream
of agony. Then a light showed and |
a tall, broad-shouldered figure leapedl
back.

“These aren’'t the papers,” it hissed ‘

“Curse fyou, you've got the wrong |
man!”

|
|
|

.To be evutinuaed.,

Gloomy View cf Mankind.

“I may be kind o' harsh in my judg
ment of men,” observed Uncle Jerr;
Peebles, “but I've noticed, as a general
thing, that a man ain’t any better than
his hat.”

THE EXPLANATION.

“No wonder graveyards are haunt-
ed,” said the home grown phlloso-c
pher.

“What’s the explanation?”’- que-
ried the party of the other part.

“After a man has been kicked and
cuffed all his life, it’s only natural
that his ghost would en]ay a qm-t

revolver. |
Shoot™ through the door if anybody

I was too much excited |

to collect himself from the |

Don't ask ques- |’

WE HAVE

THEM.

Hunting Coats,
Shot Guns,

Ammunition,
Loading Tools,
Shot and Powder,
‘Puttee’ Leggins,

High-Top, Water Proof Lace Shoes
and a Complete Assortment of
Sporting Goods of all Kinds.

Army Duck
, Leggins,

SeeUs. Sportsman’s Headquarters

GRUBBS @ BENTON,

ON THE CORNER.

You Gannot Answer These Uueslinns'

1—Why do you continue
bathing your knees and elbows
one at a time, when you can
stretch out in a full bath tem-
pered te suit you, and can do so
every mo:ning if you wish?

2—Why pump and carry wat-
er for your kitchen and laun-
dry work when you ean have it
at hand for the turning of a
fauncet?

3—Why take chances on
drinking germ-filled cistern wat-
er when you can get it from a
large reservoir filtered through
the best filter plant South of the
Ohio River?

4—Why have a dry, dismal-
looking yard when you can have
it filled with green grass and
blooming flowers, and can at the
same time get rid of the dust in
the street?

5—Why suffer other incon-
veniences when you can have
everything for the comfort and
health of your family right in
the house?

6—Is it not true that the an-
swer is not “lack of money,” but
lack of economy and enterprise
and indifference to getting the
most out of life?

C. F. ATTERSALL, Superintendent
Winchester Water Works Co.,

INCORPORATLED,

At cor. Maple Street and Lexington Evenue, will tell you all about it.
You’ll be sarprised at how inexpensive these privileges are.

: GAS AND
A SASOLINE
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HAGAN

Engines

SIMPLE! RELIABLE!
ECONOMICAL !

TSoId Under a Positive Guarantee.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES.

HAGAN GAS ENGINE & MFG. €O

INCORPORATED,

WINCHESTER, KY.

“Always the same—some-
times belfer.”

Brown - Proctoria Hutal

Y
Woodson Moss, Ianauer

The best in the State for
the moaney.
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SEE

GII.BEBT & BOTTO

—FOR—

Fresh & Cured Meats

Fish, Vegetables, Country Iroduce
BOTH PHONES OPERA HOUSE BLOCK
“>eoeoesaiiieoweeaan

1885—!908.

IH[ BEST INSURARCE IS THE CHEAPEST

| F you are not insured

F Ind our-office at once.

Wthe or phone for rates and terms.
BEture insuring, see us. WE ARE THE BEST.

..IOUETT’S INSURANCE AGENCY,

|
|

Simpson Building. Both Pheones 71.

WINCHESTEK

| TAILORING COMPANY,

M & G H. McKINNEY, Props.

:clothec Cleaned, Pressed and Repaired.

DRY CLEANING AND DYING A SPECIALTY

g | Uver Allan & Marphy’s Store opp. Court House

People s State Bank

CAPITAL, $100,0C0

This bank began busimess less

just  in  the
ion.
steady growth fre

depositors, and in the

beginning

are co. Val'v

Notwithstanding the hard
he start,

volume
enroll new names every week.
ini ted to open an account with us.

than three years ago.
the finaneial depres-
times there has been
in the number of our
of our business. We
We want yours. ¥ou
Per-

of

sonal attenioa to all business.

J. M. HCLGKIN, Cashier.

J. L. BROWN, President.

L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.
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-CALL ON-

§ NELSON, The Transfer Man

by day or night, if you want
your baggage transferred,

 OFFiCE—Home Phone 94; Night Phone 339,

————

p—

Conkaright Transfer and leg Go.]

Crating, Handling and Hauling Fur-
niture, Pianos, Etc., 2 Specialfy.

NO. 19 North Main Stree: Both Phones

S

» to all our customers.

GIVE HIM THE SACK

and if it be filled with our oats
of any other kind of our matchless
feed it will most be certainly ap-
preciated . The stable that is well
gphed with this first-class feed
11 be a happy one for the horses.

We keep none but the best quali-

ties and give general mtisfactml

In the mat-

Praise-Ccd Barebones.

Praise-God Pareboncos was a fanats
ical tanner of London. He hecame a
member of parliament in 1763 and
headed a nrocessicn of the people in
protesting against the r(‘sm‘-uun
Charles I1. to the throne. Ile
Baptist minister afte: 1620 and V.'Il
quite popular as a ﬁnaeher




